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specimen, but, as time went on, we had to concen-
trate on our other more important objectives and
abandoned all hope of getting one.
However, as so often happens in these cases, we
finally got our specimen, alive, when we least ex-
pected to. It actually occurred right at the end of
the Expedition when I had sent Bill Klamroth on
to a point only four hours from Pillaro to obtain a
few geographic observations that I still lacked for
the completion of our map.
He had just reached this point and was on ahead
of his peons when one of them ran up to him and
asked for the use of his carbine. Bill asked him why,
and he said they had caught a "danta" (tapir).
Being then at over 12,000 feet, Bill knew it must
be one of these priceless hairy tapirs which, of
course, to the peons was nothing more than
food.
Bill raced down the mountain-side to find that
the peons had lassoed a genuine hairy tapir that
had turned at bay in a swamp, which is their custom
when chased. Knowing Indians as I do and the
methods they have of killing big game by strangula-
tion if they haven't got a firearm, I am sure that
they had already attempted to strangle it for food,
for although with infinite care Bill managed to get
her into Ambato, she refused to eat and died within
four days, and upon dissection was found to have a
broken blood-vessel in her throat. She was rather
large to survive the first, always trying, days of